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But I'm set apart. There's no meeting-
place. Do you know the truest time in my
life was one day when I lost my wind in an
advance, and had to sit down on a tree-
stump in the middle of a bad barrage ? It
sounds absolute nonsense. I have felt happier,
of course, hundreds of times, with you;
but it doesn't seem to have been my happiness.
The other thing was."

Felicia seemed hardly to have heard.
" Won't you read his letter ? " she said, in
her own voice.

He went on to the end of his thought.
" I know you're very fond of me, as fond
of me perhaps as I am of you. But you're
fond of me like an old dog; and I'm fond
of you like a fairy. We're quite separate.
We only meet on a magic carpet, or in the
country where my clock chimes. It's as
though we were both angels, and angels
aren't married or given in marriage, you
know."

" Won't you read the letter ? " Felicia
wanted to stop the voice of this strange,
unknown, clear-sighted Bettington from ring-
ing tyrannously in her ears.

" If you'd like me to," he said. He read
the letter slowly. It seemed to Felicia that